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human brain would be educated in natural laws, taught to
face the irrefragable fact instead of being anaesthetised by a
religion for the weak and a morality for morons. Literature
and life would become synonymous. The true soul of man
would emerge in his art and literature and music, niceties
which the triple monster of frontier, religion, and capitalism
had strangled in childbed.

What a magnificent America would his sons' sons see
one hundred years from this night as they sat at their desks
and surveyed the century that had just passed! It would be
his fortune to help bring about that new America. He would
cast off the shackles of the dark century now closing; he
would refuse to wear the ugly high stiff collars that dug
into men's flesh, and the ugly high stiff ideas that cut into
their brain and made them miserable. He would turn his
back on the antiquated ideology of the nineteenth century
and resolutely face the twentieth, unafraid of what it might
bring. He would be a modern man and a modern American.
One hundred years from this night his sons and his sons'
sons would think back to him with pride.

Flora's clock tolled midnight. The old century was gone.
The new one was beginning. He sprang up from his desk,
donned a turtle-necked sweater, put clasps about his trousers
at the ankles, took out his bicycle, and pedalled the forty
miles through the dark night to San Jose. What better way
to begin the century than by marrying the girl he loved
on its opening day? If his sons' sons and their sons were to
think back to him with pride one hundred years from this
night, then he had no time to lose!